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lay in wait for him in a lonely road and felled him with a club from
behind. The murder was disclosed through their impudence in
claiming the reward.
When we reached Bemana with horse and foot we found the village
in a state of suppressed excitement. Immediately after the funeral I
assembled the dead man's successor and all his nearest relations in the
Chief's house and discussed the whole question with them. They gave
me a detailed account of his symptoms, which seemed to point to
dysentery, but I found it quite useless to suggest that he had met a
natural death in face of the fact that two noted wizards from the
disaffected village had attended the funeral with faces from which the
soot had been but imperfectly washed. It appeared that the face
washing had been done en route at the instance of their companions,
who thought it too hazardous thus publicly to advertise their crime.
I think it probable that there had been no witchcraft in the case at
all, but when the unpopular Chief died a natural death, the profes-
sional wizards thought that they might as well take the credit as well
as a reward for his death.
Then I made a sporting offer to the assembled company.  I asked
them whether there were no skilled practitioners of witchcraft in
Bemana itself.   There were, and the two old men were sent for.
" Now," I said, " give me a pair of scissors." With these I cut some
of my hair and handed it to them.  " I wish you to cast the most
noxious spell you know of:   bury the bamboo in the thatch of my
house, and if I fall ill I undertake before you all that there shall be
no prosecution." The question was gravely debated in undertones:
then the young chief, acting as spokesman for the practitioners, said,
*' They think, sir, that this would not be a fair test for their skill You
foreign gentlemen eat different food from ours, and that may make
you immune."
" Very well, then, here is a man who eats the same food as you do.
He is a Tongan, and he shares my views about witchcraft. Try it on
him." With that I handed the scissors to Lijiate and asked him to
supply them with a lock of hair. I felt sure that he would rise to the
occasion, for he had been loud in his derision of the superstitions of
these benighted mountaineers. He failed me.
" Pardon me, sir," he whispered in Tongan, " but I have almost
come to believe in witchcraft myself." He sinned in good company,